2?2                         PADEREWSKI

ated from Paderewski. He opened the front door for me,
and we shook hands. I passed down between the flaming
geraniums and the paler hydrangeas towards the road.
Before leaving the garden I turned and looked back.
Paderewski was still standing in the doorway. He waved
his hand and bowed with a gesture of incomparable
grace.

THE  END